V
THE HOUSE BEAUTIFUL
A naked house, a naked moor^ A shivering fogl before tlu door^
A garden bare of flowers and fruit And poplars at the garden foot s Such is tfuflace that flive m9
JSleak without and bare within.
Yet shall your ragged moor receive The incomparable pomp of evef And the cold glories of the dawn Behind your shivering trees be drawn 5 And when the wind from place to place